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well, and arriving at Samshui station I had literally to fight my
way through the horde of portresses who fought bitterly for
my baggage. Women also ruled all the sampans which carried
the passengers out to the steamers, and I thought that here at
least was sexual equality, if indeed the men could as much as
hold their own. But alas, I found that the portresses were the
slaves of harsh masters who took three-quarters of their earnings,
and men, too, owned and exploited the small jetties by which
alone the passengers could go dry-shod to the boats. The
women were not endowed by Nature to inspire one with
chivalry, but I hated the men of Samshui, mean, disagreeable,
cross-eyed creatures that they all seemed to be, levying their
outrageous toll on their women folk, and I was annoyed with
the women for submitting.

When our house-boat came out of dry dock I made many
journeys to the Delta towns. I went to the famous port of
Kongmoon, where all the town turned out to watch our
laodah (steersman) swing his boat round, like the great water-
man that he was, in the rushing waters of a creek that allowed
him only a few feet of clearance between the junks moored
along both banks, Kongmoon heads an area noted for emigra-
tion, and great wealth pours in every year in remittances from
Chinese in foreign lands. There is even a railway (on which,
of course, I travelled) with an early Victorian locomotive and
one train, all imported by returned wanderers to remind them
of the great world outside. Twenty other cities I visited, all with
an air of waning prosperity, due to the genius of the Cantonese
for being somewhere else, preferably in a boat, rather than
to any real decline. The countless rivers and creeks flowed
through an ocean of pale-green rice fields ; banana trees on
the banks reminded me that I was really in the tropics at last ;
the tows swung majestically by, and the rakish junks with their
primeval cannon looked out of the corners of their painted eyes
for lurking pirates ; and as I putt-putted homewards, with
my gramophone hurling forth the challenge of Kreisler and
Beethoven to the Orient, the enormous water-colour sunsets
made me glad to be alive.

I explored the East river, starting by the Canton-Kowloon
railway to Sheklung. Here I crossed the river dizzily on a
narrow steel pathway placed between the girders of the railway
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